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member). Such music before or since did I never hear, that
instrument being neglected for its extraordinary difficulty;
but, in my judgment, far superior to the lute itself, or
whatever speaks with strings.

25th January, 1654. Died my son, J. Stansfield, of con-
vulsion fits; buried at Deptford on the the east corner
of the church, near his mother's great-grandfather, and
other relatives.

8th February, 1654. Ash Wednesday. In contradiction
to all custom and decency, the usurper, Cromwell, feasted
at the Lord Mayor's, riding in triumph through the
city,

i4th February, 1654. I saw a tame lion play familiarly
with a lamb; he was a huge beast, and I thrust my hand
into his mouth and found his tongue rough like a cat's;
a sheep also with six legs, whicL made use of five of
them to walk; a goose that had four legs, two crops, and
as many vents.

29th March, 1654. That excellent man, Mr. Owen,
preached in my library on Matt, xxviii. 6, a resurrection
sermon, and after it we all received the Holy Com-
munion,

6th April, 1654. Came my Lord Herbert, Sir Kenelm
Digby, Mr. Denham, and other friends to see me.

i5th April, 1654. I went to London to hear the fa-
mous Jeremy Taylor (since Bishop of Down and Connor)
at St. Gregory's (near St. Paul's) on Matt, vi, 48, con-
cerning evangelical perfection.

5th May, 1654. I bound my lackey, Thomas Headly,
apprentice to a carpenter, giving with him five pounds
and new clothing; he thrived very well, and became rich.

8th May, 1654. I went to Hackney, to see Lady Brook's
garden, which was one of the neatest and most cele-
brated in England, the house well furnished, but a
despicable building. Returning, visited one Mr. Tomb's
garden; it has large and noble walks, some modern statues,
a vineyard, planted in strawberry borders, staked at tent
feet distances, the banqueting-house of cedar, where the
couch and seats were carved h I'antigue; some good pic-
tures in the house, especially one of Vandyke's, being a
man in his shirt; also some of Stenwyck. I also called
at Mr, Dtieie's, who has indeed a rare collection of the
1>est masters, and one of the largest stories of H. Hoi-a discreet gentleman, born in Devonshire (as I re-
